THE MAGNATES

time among peasants, and the old women deal with it themselves. As for
the Quartier Latin,, it's a daily event there."

The non-commissioned officer on duty in the outer office came in
and, saluting smartly, handed him the visiting card of the Marquis
de La Monnerie, who desired an interview "on a personal matter/*

Simon nervously wiped his glasses with his thumbs. What was the
old man doing mixed up in this business? Had Madame de La
Monnerie asked the eldest of her brothers-in-law to deal with the crisis?
And why, in that case, had the Marquis put himself out instead of
summoning Simon to him ?

Simon suddenly had a vision of the whole imposing family rising in
defence of their unprotected niece-by-marriage. If the poet had been
alive, Simon could have explained things to him. Jean de La Monnerie
was one of those men who understood. But as for the others, with
their principles, their contempt, their magisterial air... Simon might
well persuade himself that, after all, there was nothing they could do
about it. Nevertheless, the prospect of the explanations he would have
to make gave him a feeling of constriction in the stomach. He went over
and closed the window, automatically tidied his desk, and prepared
for the shpck: with his lower-class background and lack of manners,
he felt unequal to the situation.

Urbain de La Monnerie came in, austere and slightly stooping.
Simon immediately wondered what had changed in his looks. He still
had the same high, stiff crown of hair on the back of his head, the same
pendulous dewlaps under his chin, and the too-long lobes to his ears.
But his glasses were new, the side-pieces of gold, and one of the eye-
pieces plain and opaque to hide a recent operation for cataract.  The
other eye shone dourly, magnified by the lens. The magnified eye in
conjunction with the wall-eye increased Simon's feeling of discomfort.
The old man sat down and placed his gloves on the end of the desk.
"Monsieur," he began, "I have come to see you concerning ..."
His tone of voice was at once businesslike and hesitant; the interview
was weighing on him. Simon, somewhat shaken, said in a low voice:
"Yes, I know."

"Oh, you know all about it, do you?" said Urbain de La Monnerie.
"That will make things easier."

Simon nodded his head, picked up a ruler and neatly replaced it.
"I must admit, Monsieur," went on the old man, "that I consider
my young brother's treatment extremely unfair."

"Your ... young brother?" Simon repeated in bewilderment, raising,
his head.

"Yes, my brother, General de La Monnerie. We are talking of the
same man, are we not?"

"Yes, yes, of course," said Simon.  And he immediately added: "I
hope you won't mind, Monsieur, if I open a window?"